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the proof. One autumn evening, when it was
very dark, he gave me the church key, and told me
to go and fetch 3 Bible he had left in the pulpit.
To put me on my mettle he said something which
made it impossible for me to refuse.

I set out without a light; if I had had one,
it would perhaps have been even worse. I had
to pass through the graveyard; I crossed it
bravely, for as long as I was in the open air I
was never afraid of the dark.

As I opened the door I heard a sort of echo in
the roof; it sounded like voices and it began to
shake my Roman courage. Having opened the
door I tried to enter, but when I had gone a
few steps I stopped. At the sight of the pro-
found darkness in which the vast building lay I
was seized with terror and my hair stood on
end. I turned, I went out through the door, and
took to my heels. In the yard I found a little
dog, called Sultan, whose caresses reassured me.
Ashamed of my fears, I retraced my steps, trying
to take Sultan with me, but he refused to fol-
low. Hurriedly I opened the door and entered
the church. I was hardly inside when terror
again got hold of me and so firmly that I lost my
head, and though the pulpit was on the right, as
I very well knew, I sought it on the left, and en-
tangling myself among the benches I was com-
pletely lost. Unable to find either pulpit or door,
I fell into an indescribable state of mind. At last